in a cabaret one night. x4nd he envied the repose
weary head had found upon an unknown shoulder;
in his distress he found himself suddenly overflowing
with gratitude towards her who had shown pity, as
though it were himself she had comforted.
He fell asleep. And just as once in childhood the
grief night had soothed returned unabated with the
morning, so now he found himself opening his eyes on
those same gloomy shapes gathered round to await his
wakening: they sprang at him all together .and took
up their stations in his aching brain.
What could he do? He did not know. His effort to
convince her had been such that it could not be re-
peated. He was at the end of his strength, exhausted.
His arguments seemed no longer to have any life. He
racked his brain to find something else to say, some
other way of expressing what he had already said,
something that should be, as it were, outside himself.
And all at once the idea came to him of declaring that
he would kill himself if she would not elope with him.
That should prove decisively whether she really loved
him, as she said she did, more than anything else in
the world.
Barely a quarter of an hour after she had left with
the tragic missive the maid was back again, agitated
and out of breath, but barely concealing behind the
mask of alarm she felt it incumbent upon her to
assume a curiosity as deep as it was unsatisfied
and a keen pleasure at having a part in an m-
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